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	1. Chapter 1

**Note to readers: This story is intended to have taken place in the year or so following the original show's cancellation - circa 1985 or 1986. It is intended to be in keeping with the show's original history.**

1

The bright orange sky flooded through the window as the sun began its descent over the Pacific. The rays cast a golden glow over her face and enhanced the amber highlights in her hair. Jonathan was mesmerized. He watched as she squinted and adjusted her notebook continuing her task of editing her notes. She shifted position on the couch several times as It was getting increasingly difficult for her to find the right angle to sit without being blinded by the sun's bright glare. It was no use. Jennifer stopped fighting the sun and closed her notebook. It was at that moment that she sensed his gaze.

"You're staring," she said with a blushing grin.

"Hm." His response was neither a sign of acknowledgement or disagreement, but rather an unconscious response to the sound of her voice. It had been a long day and he was simply enjoying the beauty and company of his wife. His eyes followed her as she worked at packing her notepad and pen into her bag.

"Jonathan," she took in a deep breath and stretched. "Where are we? I guess I've been working longer than I thought."

"Hm?" This time his mind registered that she had asked him something. "I'm sorry, darling. What?" After a few seconds of processing he looked out the window and then at his watch, "We should be landing in about 45 minutes."

"Good." She continued poking around in her bag and pulled out her hairbrush. "I'm getting hungry."

Jonathan's eyes widened and a mischievous smile spread across his face. "I have just the cure for that." He got up from his seat at the table in the cabin of the Hart Industries Grumman Gulfstreem II jet and crossed over and sat down beside her on the couch.

"Darling, I think that will prove to _increase_ my appetite, not satiate it." She continued to tease the ends of her hair with her brush.

"Isn't that always the point?" He began nibbling on her neck as he smoothly eased the brush from her hand.

"Did you say 45 minutes?" She smiled playfully and wrapped her arms around his neck.

"Hm…" His lips met hers in a deep embrace as they leaned back into the couch.

**H2H | H2H**

"Come on Freeway!" Max's gravely voice rang out as he walked through the open front door of the Bel Air estate. "We can't keep Mr. and Mrs. H waiting. With the traffic this time of day we'll be lucky to make it to the airport before they land. Why did you have to spend so much time chasing after that golden beauty at the park? I know she has great breeding, but there's something to be said for subtle charm and playing hard to get."

Max always spoke to Freeway as if he was a buddy of his from the horse track rather than the slightly ragged, mixed breed of a dog that he was. Freeway belonged to Jonathan and Jennifer Hart, but Max was just as close to him as they were. Max was the Hart's trusted houseman, chauffeur, and long-time friend. In fact, Max had known Jonathan well before Jonathan had become a wealthy businessman. Twenty years his senior, Max had seen Jonathan through some of the most difficult times in his life. He had also been there for all of the best times of Jonathan's life.

The Harts had been in Vancouver, British Columbia for two days and were returning tonight. Max had instructions from Jonathan to have the car waiting for them when their plane landed at the airport. Jonathan hadn't decided whether they would be heading straight home from the airport or if they would be driving somewhere special for dinner, so Max had prepared a fresh recipe of lobster bisque and put it in the refrigerator. He knew it was one of their favorite meals this time of year and could be heated up quickly. He and Freeway had eaten already, so they were good for the duration. Max put his lit cigar between his lips, placed his driving cap on his head, ushered Freeway into the driver's door of the Rolls-Royce Corniche, and laid Freeway's leash, the day's newspaper, and a book on the passenger seat and drove off down the quarter-mile winding drive toward the main road.

As he exited the privacy gate of the Bel Air estate Max was unaware of a black sedan that was nestled just off the shoulder across and down the road a short way. He turned out of the drive on his way to the airport. The sedan waited for the Rolls to get beyond the first curve before pulling onto the road. The sedan driver kept a safe distance from the Rolls, but remained in its path for many miles. Once Max was outside of the residential area and traffic increased the sedan kept a closer tail. However, once Max finally reached the airport and entered the private gate of the charter field the sedan was no longer able to follow. The driver stopped the vehicle in a nearby parking lot.

The driver of the sedan wore a dark driver's cap and sunglasses. He picked up the handset of a two-way radio and pressed the button to talk. "The package has been delivered," was all he said.

"Roger. The package has been spotted and we will see that it reaches its destination," was the response from the other end.

Max pulled the Rolls around to where he usually met the Hart Industries jet. He was relieved to see that it hadn't landed yet. He checked his watch and Freeway barked at his right arm.

"What?" he questioned.

Freeway picked up his leash in his teeth and looked up at Max with a whine.

"Now? I swear, you're as bad as a kid." Max hooked the leash onto Freeway's collar and opened the driver's door. "Let's make this quick. Mr. & Mrs. H will be landing any minute."

Max and Freeway made their way around the side of the hangar to the grassy area near the fence. Freeway was sniffing around when he suddenly turned back toward Max and growled.

"What the…" That was all Max could get out before he was struck on the back of the head.

**H2H | H2H**

Jonathan and Jennifer deplaned and headed toward the Rolls. Jennifer was the first to notice Freeway sitting by the driver door. "Freeway! Come here boy," she called sweetly for her dog as she bent over patting her legs.

Freeway looked over at her and stood up on all fours, but he didn't attempt to move toward her. Instead, he turned toward the nearby hangar and began barking loudly.

"What's the matter, Freeway?" she asked. Suddenly understanding the situation more clearly she turned toward her husband. "Jonathan, look at Freeway's leash. He's tied to the sideview mirror. Why would Max do that?"

"Something's not right, darling," Jonathan announced. He looked at her questioningly and they both ran toward the car. "Max! Max?" He looked into the driver window but saw nothing. "Where are you, Max?"

"Max!" Jennifer joined in. She untied Freeway's leash as they both continued to call out for their friend.

Just then an unmarked, gray van peeled out from inside the hangar and drove toward the airport gate. Jonathan attempted to stand in its path, but then quickly realized the driver wasn't about to slow down or even swerve to avoid him, so he jumped back and shielded Jennifer who was now holding Freeway in her arms.

"Darling!" Jennifer said with a start, "Who was that?"

"I don't know," Jonathan replied. "But, I want you and Freeway to get into the car and lock it. I am going to check things out."

"Jonathan, maybe we should wait a minute."

"Just get in the car. I'll be careful." Jonathan helped her and Freeway into the passenger door and then motioned for her to lock it. He turned around and noticed his pilot racing down the stairs from the plane.

"Mr. Hart! You folks alright?"

Jonathan made a motion with his hand that it was okay to slow down. "We're okay, Frank. But, someone sure tore outta here in a hurry!"

"I noticed that from the cockpit."

"Our driver is missing." Jonathan shook his head almost forcing himself to believe Max was off doing something that made sense, but he knew that wasn't true. "He's just disappeared. I want to take a look around."

"Max?" The pilot finally reached Jonathan and stopped.

"Yeah. He's not with the car, and our dog was left tied to the car."

"I'll come with you," said Frank.

Jonathan accepted his offer and the two men made their way quickly over to the open hangar. it was quiet inside and they didn't see any people as they made their first glances around the open space. Jonathan called out, "Hello? Anyone here?"

Both men remained quiet as they waited for a response. Hearing nothing they both yelled out again, "Anybody here?"

Jonathan kept slowly walking. He didn't really have any idea what he was looking for, he just continued to walk and look around. There was a small plane parked about 30 feet from where they were standing. Nobody was on the side of the plane facing him, so he began making his way around to the other side. "Maybe someone is inside that plane," he said to Frank.

"The cockpit is dark," said Frank. "I'd say it's doubtful that anyone is inside."

"You're probably right." Jonathan acknowledged. Just as he finished his sentence he stepped on something that made his foot slip a little beneath him. "Whoa."

"Be careful Mr. Hart," Frank said as he grabbed Jonathan's arm to steady him.

Jonathan looked down to see what it was that he slipped on. He bend down and picked up a half smoked cigar. He rolled it between his fingers and held it up to his nose. "It's still warm. I'd lay odds that it's Max's." He knew in his heart that it was.

"Do you think Max was in that van?"

"I don't know," said Jonathan with a perplexed look on his face. "But, if he is he's certainly not there by choice."

Just then they heard Jennifer yell, "Jonathan!"

"Jennifer," Jonathan said to nobody in general. "Come on!" He darted off toward the Rolls.

Jennifer was no longer in the car. She was over in the grass on the side of the hangar.

"Darling, what are you doing over there?" Jonathan asked frantically.

"Freeway was going crazy inside the car," she said trying to justify where she was, even though she didn't need to, "so, we got out."

Jonathan nodded in a reassuring gesture.

"He just kept barking and barking. Then, when we got out he ran straight over here. That's where we found this." She gently took Jonathan's hand and placed a gray driver's cap in it.

"Max is in trouble." He sighed and looked into her eyes.

"What is it?" asked Frank.

"It's Max's cap." said Jonathan.

"Are you sure?" Frank questioned.

Jennifer wrapped her arms around Jonathan's and leaned her head against his shoulder.

"It's his." Jonathan's voice was quiet.

Jennifer closed her eyes and squeezed his arm tighter. "Darling, there's blood on the inside band. And several hairs are matted into it."

"It's time to call the police," said Jonathan as he examined the band.


	2. Chapter 2

2

The Harts were still at the airport nearly two hours after their flight landed. They had waited nearly half an hour for the police to arrive. Jonathan suggested that Frank be questioned first. When Frank was done Jonathan sent him to take care of the aircraft and head home. After talking with the pilot it took the officers a while to decide how to proceed. They finally questioned Jennifer and Jonathan each separately. Jonathan still wasn't ready to leave, because he wanted to make sure that no stone was left unturned in trying to figure out what had happened to Max, which was no surprise to Jennifer.

The area wasn't well lit. The headlamps of the 3 police cars, a couple of floodlights outside the hangar, and a single lamp pole at the private gate were the only lights in that area of the airport grounds. Jennifer was leaning against one of the police cars wearing Jonathan's suit jacket. An officer tried to get her to sit down inside his squad car, but she refused. She was watching Jonathan argue with one of the uniform officers. He was insisting the officer take prints around the mirror and door of the Rolls and the officer was definitely not wanting to take orders from him. She stood up and started to walk toward Jonathan when she saw an unmarked sedan pull up beside the Rolls. The car belonged to Lieutenant Gray of the Los Angeles Police Department, a long-time friend of the Harts. He stepped out of the vehicle just as Jennifer reached her husband.

"Jonathan." The lieutenant said as he held out a hand to shake Jonathan's. "Mrs. Hart." He nodded in her direction.

"Hershel," said Jonathan, "I'm glad you're here. I can't buy a favor from any of your officers this evening." The officer who had been arguing with Jonathan took note of the familiarity between Jonathan and his lieutenant as Jonathan continued talking, "They don't seem to think the evidence warrants much investigation at this point." His demeanor was lighthearted, but it was obvious that he was frustrated.

"I understand you think that Max has met with foul play," said Lt. Gray.

"I'm certain of it," said Jonathan.

After a brief, but informative discussion with the Harts, Lt. Gray assured them that an investigation would take place and he would personally oversee it. Then, he insisted they go home and get some rest as soon as his officer was done dusting their car for prints. He told them that he would be sure to contact them after his officers wrap up their work at the airport. The conversation put Jonathan more at ease and a few minutes later he and Jennifer climbed into the Rolls with Freeway and left the airport.

Once the Harts were on their way Lt. Gray shared with his officers that he wanted to look at all the evidence so he could determine whether they were looking at a possible kidnapping or something worse. He admonished the lead officer for not calling in the forensics team right away and then placed a call to his captain requesting permission to obtain a warrant to search the hangar.

**H2H | H2H**

It was late. Jonathan and Jennifer had made their way home and unloaded the car. Jonathan was aimlessly pacing the main floor on his third lap when Jennifer finally suggested they change their clothes and try to eat something. Jennifer was wearing a silk robe and slippers when she made her way to the kitchen. She found the soup terrine in the refrigerator and heated up the crab bisque that Max had left for them.

"Smells delicious, darling." Jonathan tried his best to smile as he entered the kitchen tying the belt around his monogrammed terrycloth robe. He walked up behind Jennifer and gripped her shoulders gently in his hands as he placed a kiss on her neck.

Jennifer reached back and touched his cheek. "It's just about ready. Can you get the bread?"

Neither Jonathan nor Jennifer really ate much. They mainly stirred and picked at the contents of their bowls while trying not to talk about Max. Every bite, in fact everything about the kitchen reminded them of Max and increased their unease. Both of them tried hard not to bring up the possibility that Max could be really hurt — or worse — despite the fact that they both were thinking it. When she noticed Jonathan staring sadly in the direction of the island Jennifer decided to try to lighten the mood by talking about Jonathan's business dealings from earlier in the day.

"So, I'm guessing we won't be heading back to Canada anytime soon." Her comment was more like a question she already knew the answer to.

"What?" Jonathan was still in a haze, but her comment was bringing him out of it.

"I mean, I know you said things didn't work out as expected with your negotiations today, but I can tell that there is more to the story."

"More to the story?"

"Darling, I know you. And, I don't mean just because you tell me everything. I know the things you don't say."

"Oh?" Jonathan was intrigued.

"Like, I can tell when you consider a deal an average day at the ballpark or an unexpected win. I can also tell when it's one of those bottom of the ninth with two strikes, come from behind grand slam home run to win the game deals — and it has nothing to do with the financial impact or the way you talk about them."

"It doesn't, huh?"

"Some deals are just sweeter than others. I can tell. It's a wife thing." Her eyes widened and her eyebrows raised in a provocative manner.

"Hm." Jonathan returned a teasing glance.

"M-hm." she acknowledged his understanding. "I also know when things don't go quite as you'd hoped. Your meeting ended early, and you said the deal wasn't going to happen. That doesn't happen often, but still something was off. So, tell me if I'm wrong, but it seems that today's meeting left you in a state of utter confusion."

Jonathan's eyes sparkled as he peered over at his wife. "You're something, you know that?

Jennifer responded with a shrug and a smile.

"I mean it. You really are amazing."

"It's a gift," she smiled. "So, tell me, what happened today?"

"It was strange. You're right about that." Jonathan began telling her about his meeting with Bayside Technologies from earlier that day. "As you know, before we even left for Vancouver the deal was all but signed on the dotted line. Yesterday went smoothly, and our tour of the facilities was good — no indication there would be any hiccups. Then, this morning things abruptly went south right as the contracts were to be signed. No '_sorry, we've decided to go in a different direction._' No '_we need to have more time to look this over._' Nothing. Just goodbye. It was all very odd.

"I'm sorry, darling," said Jennifer.

"And, I'm not all that upset that we didn't acquire Bayside. I am upset that I wasted time with tours and meetings when I could have been spending time in the city with you."

They were drying the dishes as the intercom from the front gate buzzed.

"Who is it?" asked Jonathan, speaking into the intercom.

"It's Lt. Gray."

"Come on up." Jonathan pressed the button to open the gate.

The Harts met the lieutenant at the front door and invited him into their living room.

"Can I offer you a drink?" asked Jonathan.

"I really can't. I still have to go back to the station when I'm done here."

"How about some coffee?" asked Jennifer.

"If it's no trouble, I'd love some. Black."

"No trouble at all." Jennifer exited to the kitchen while the men sat down.

Lt. Gray shared what little was known about the investigation thus far, which wasn't much. He then offered his apologies for the way his officers treated Jonathan's concerns at the scene. He assured Jonathan that he considered the case high priority and that he would continue to oversee the progress.

Jennifer returned shortly with the coffee and sat down next to Jonathan. Freeway wandered over wanting to get up on the couch. She didn't have the heart to tell him no, so she curled her legs up onto the couch and patted the cushion. He lept up, and she pulled him over to sit between her and Jonathan.

"Oh, Jennifer," said the lieutenant, "we were able to get a hit on the license plate number you gave from the van."

"Oh?"

"It is registered to a rental agency, so we will get more details once the agency opens in the morning."

"Well, it's a start." Jennifer yawned, then shook her head trying ward off sleep. She didn't want Jonathan to think she was as tired as she was, and that yawn slipped out unexpectedly.

"Darling, if you want to head to bed…"

"I'm fine." She cut him off before he could finish his thought.

Lt. Gray continued to ask questions about possible motives or enemies Max may have. Neither Jonathan nor Jennifer could think of anyone who didn't like Max. They certainly couldn't come up with a reason anyone might want to harm him.

"I'm fairly certain someone is using Max to get to me," said Jonathan. "Or, at least get to my money."

"I think we need to consider another possibility," Jennifer announced reluctantly to the group.

"What's that?" asked Jonathan while Lt. Gray gave Jennifer a telling look.

"I know you don't want to even think about this, darling. I don't want to either." said Jennifer, "But, we need to consider that Max simply could have stumbled into foul play. I don't want to even think what could have happened to him if…"

Jonathan cut her off mid thought, "We're not going to think about that yet. I am still convinced that we will hear from someone soon about terms. Call it a hunch, but that's what I think."

Jennifer leaned her head against Jonathan's shoulder and rubbed his arm in a reassuring manner.

"Well, if you're right, Jonathan, you should hear from someone soon," said the lieutenant. "That's why I'd like to install a trace and a listening device on your phone before I leave tonight. That way, if they call for a ransom we can monitor the call — record what they say."

"Sure." Jonathan got up and motioned toward the bar where there was a phone.

"And, if they do call, we will have a trace running on both of your incoming lines. I'm sure I don't need to tell you that if you do get a call try to keep them on the line as long as possible."

"Guess you know we've been through this drill before," replied Jonathan.

"Unfortunately," said Lt. Gray.

It didn't take long for the lieutenant to hook up the monitoring equipment. By this time Jennifer had fallen fast asleep. She was curled in a ball on the couch with Freeway nestled up close.

"You need to get that beautiful wife of yours to bed," pointed the lieutenant as he packed his tools.

Jonathan sighed and smiled as his eyes lingered on Jennifer for a moment. He allowed a brief thought to cross his mind as to how he had originally hoped their homecoming would go. "Yeah, I guess it's later than I thought."

"Well, I will get out of your hair for the night."

"Thank you for all you are doing, Hershel. It means a lot that you stopped by tonight."

"Listen," said the lieutenant, "Max is a good man and I know he means a great deal to you."

Jonathan nodded. "A great deal. I've known him almost as long as I can remember. He's family. I will do anything to see that he's brought home safely."

"I know. That's what I'm afraid of." The two men eyed each other for a moment. "Look. Whatever happens, please let me know before you go off and do something foolish on your own."

"Now Lieutenant," said Jonathan slyly, "I wouldn't do anything like that, would I?"

Lt. Gray just shook his head. "Goodnight Jonathan. Get some rest."

The men shook hands. Jonathan stood in the doorway watching Lt. Gray get into his car. After the engine started he waved and closed the door. He sighed and leaned back against the door thinking out loud, "Max, you've gotta be okay. We're gonna find you. I promise."

**There's much more to come! Reviews are welcomed! This is my first H2H fanfic and I would love to know what you think.**
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Jennifer woke suddenly from dreamless sleep. She was lying on her stomach with her arms wrapped around her pillow closer to Jonathan's side of the bed than hers. It was pretty typical that she woke up on his side of the bed, leaving more than half of their king sized bed empty. This morning was different than most, however. Where she typically was comforted by the warmth radiating from her husband's sleeping body she was greeted with a coolness from a lifeless pillow that had been strategically placed against her side. She stretched and rolled over, shielding her eyes from the bright sunlight that was sneaking through the slats of the window blinds telling her that it was much later than she expected to wake up. At first she was a little disoriented, but she quickly realized it was Saturday morning — it was the morning after Max had gone missing.

Grabbing her robe from the foot of the bed she got up to begin to search for her husband. One glance toward the dark doorway of the ensuite told her that Jonathan was definitely not showering or shaving or otherwise getting ready in there. She wondered how long he'd been up as she made her way through the double doors out to the hallway and then down the open staircase into the two-story open foyer. Once her robe was tied she checked her watch. It was nearly 10:30 a.m. The fact that Jonathan hadn't attempted to wake her by now was unusual.

"Jonathan?" Jennifer called out as she made her way into the living room. A quick scan of the room told her to keep looking. "Jonathan?" Again she called as she pushed through the swinging door and made her way into the kitchen. "Where is he?" She asked the house in general. She glanced at the coffee maker and noticed the pot was three quarters full. She walked over and felt the carafe. It was lukewarm at best, which meant that the pot had been sitting for quite a while. Then, she noticed a lonely coffee cup sitting on the table.

As she rounded the island toward the fireplace she heard the clicking of Freeway's paws as he made his way across the tile floor. He greeted her with a soft whine and a wagging tail. "Well, there's one of my guys," she smiled. "Good morning, baby." She bent down to pet him and give him a kiss. "Where's daddy, huh? Do you know?" She stood up and questioned again with more excitement, as if she was asking him to find his toy, "Where's Jonathan? Where is he?"

Freeway looked up at her, sneezed out a soft bark, and scampered off toward Max's suite. Jennifer followed him. As they reached the doorway to Max's bedroom Freeway stopped and sat back on his hind legs lifting and crossing his front paws as if pointing into the room.

Jennifer bent down and patted his head. Placing her finger up to her lips, she whispered, "You're such a good boy." She scooped him up and gave him a hug. There in Max's room was Jonathan lying part way across the bed, sound asleep. She decided at that point to take Freeway back out to the kitchen. "Let's get you some breakfast."

After she filled Freeway's bowl she told him to eat quietly and stay in the kitchen. The entire family treated Freeway as if he was a human, talking to him as if he clearly understood every word they ever said to him. Freeway acknowledged her again with a sneezing bark and then she crept back toward Max's room.

**H2H | H2H**

About eight hours earlier Jonathan was lying in his bed staring at the ceiling. Jennifer was sleeping soundly, her head on his shoulder and her arm draped over his chest. He looked at the clock on his nightstand for the third time since going to bed. It was 2:43, exactly twenty-six minutes since the last time he checked. He let out a deep sigh and closed his eyes, willing his mind to shut down.

He had given up on trying to pry his left arm out from under Jennifer nearly an hour ago. Normally, sleep came easily when they were wrapped in each other's arms. But, what usually led to them being wrapped in each other's arms was an evening of playful conversation and kisses followed by a healthy course of love making and afterglow snuggling, which in turn led to content, hormone-induced slumber. Tonight, though, they were wrought with worry over Max, and when they finally reached their bed they reached for one another seeking a different form of comfort.

Jennifer had fallen asleep mid-sentence while softly tracing her fingers over his chest, trying desperately to calm Jonathan's intrinsic desire to fix everything. Jonathan's right hand had instinctively met her hand when she stopped moving and he'd been unconsciously rubbing his thumb back and forth over her fingers ever since. Suddenly, his thumb stopped moving. It was no use, he was just not going to fall asleep. After not moving for the previous hour, he finally took a deep breath and stretched from his toes up to his shoulders. At that movement Jennifer, too, stretched and rolled just enough for Jonathan to pull his arm out from under her. She didn't wake, but Freeway, who had been sleeping on the other side of the bed, rose his head.

"Sh," Jonathan advised Freeway, stopping him before he stepped on Jennifer in an attempt to make his way to Jonathan. He silently motioned for Freeway to get down using the foot of the bed. Then, Jonathan rolled to a sitting position and tucked his pillow under the covers, right up next to his wife. He kissed her gently on her temple, waited to see that she didn't stir, and then got up out of bed. Freeway sleepily made his way around the bed and followed.

The two made their way down to the kitchen. '_Maybe some some warm milk will help,'_ he thought to himself. He opened the refrigerator and stared. "Oh, Max. I'd much rather be sharing a late-night beer with you," he said out loud as he noticed the cans sitting to one side. Max didn't drink much at home, but Jonathan knew that he usually had a beer after all the work was done on the nights he didn't go out. And, on the rare occasion Jennifer was out of town without him Jonathan would join Max in having one, usually while they played a round of gin. He closed the refrigerator. Milk wasn't going to cut it tonight. Beer was out. Even brandy, which usually helped to wind him down, didn't sound good.

He turned around and leaned against the island. '_Maybe some decaf,'_ he thought. "It certainly can't make things worse," he said as he placed a fresh filter into the basket of the coffee maker. He looked down at Freeway and said, "How about you?" Freeway hung his head and walked over to his bed by the fireplace and whined. "I know, buddy. I know. I miss him, too. But, we're going to find him. Max will be home soon," Jonathan said trying to reassure himself as much as Freeway.

While he waited for the coffee to brew he reached into the cupboard and pulled out a couple of Freeway's favorite dog treats and gave them to him with little fanfare. Then, he poured himself a cup of coffee and sat down at the table. He sipped his coffee as he tried to organize his thoughts. But, for once, he really didn't have a clue where to start. He leaned his elbows on the table and hung his head in his hands. Freeway stretched to reach his paws up to Jonathan's lap, resting his muzzle against them with a whimper. Jonathan leaned down and kissed his head. "Oh, I love you, you sweet mutt," he said, blinking hard to avoid tears. "I just don't know where to start. But, we'll figure it out. Max is going to be okay. You'll see." At that he stood up.

His instinct was to head toward Max's bedroom. He didn't really know why or what he might do or find in there. He hadn't been in Max's bedroom in a while. He chuckled while remembering the last time. He and Jennifer had allowed Max to indulge in a bit of a fantasy, if you could call it that. Max had gone a bit overboard in suggesting to a wealthy, female pen pal that he was a wealthy businessman in an attempt to seem more on equal footing to her. He had met her by answering an ad in a magazine. When the woman showed up on the Hart's doorstep thinking the house to belong to Max they decided to play along with Max's story — they would play the role of maid and butler to Max, the millionaire. For a couple of nights Jonathan and Jennifer slept in Max's room while Max took over their master suite. It didn't last long, and after the Harts foiled an attempted robbery in their home by the woman's nephew, the woman came clean, admitting that she had lied to Max about being wealthy. She was only a cook who worked for a wealthy family. At the same time Max confessed his truth — he was only a cook, just like her.

Jonathan turned on the overhead light. He didn't really know what he was looking for. A quick thought was to look around for any signs that he may have overextended himself on a bet. '_Could that be what this is all about?'_ But, without a word he shook his head and let that thought go. Max did wager a fair amount on the ponies every week and enjoyed a good poker game now and then, but he always used the same bookie for his bets, and he also had a limit on what he would wager. After all, if it hadn't been for Max's unrelenting and sometimes brutal insistence that Jonathan learn the value of an honest day's wage for an honest day's work (and vice versa), and that betting those wages was as good as throwing them down the sewer, Jonathan would never have made it off the streets of San Francisco. Max's number one rule when it came to placing bets was that he could only use unearned money. Earnings were for making a living, saving for the future, and improving your life and the the lives of your loved ones. Winnings weren't earnings, so they could be used to win more cash — only after making sure to first set some aside for those who are less fortunate. Certainly, Max hadn't broken his number one rule.

"Where are you Max?" Jonathan said as he thumbed through some papers on Max's desk. Under a pile of racing forms and magazines Jonathan saw something that looked familiar. It was an old photo album with a black cover. The black paper pages were bound together with the top and bottom covers by a string that was threaded down one hole and back up through a second along the left edge that was tied on top of the front cover. Jonathan smiled as he picked up the album and took it over to the bed. Inside, the pages were filled with small, square black and white photos, most surrounded by a thin, white border. Each photo was affixed to its page with small, brown corner tabs. As he carefully turned to the first page Jonathan recognized right away what this album was. He swallowed hard. His eyes began to sting.

"_Can you believe it?" Asked a tall, skinny, blond young man who was wearing a black graduation gown. "We're finally outta here."_

_The young man was greeted with excited hollers and a couple high-fives. A group of five guys and two young ladies all wearing graduation gowns were patting themselves on the back and hugging one another as they slowly made their way across the memorial field toward the parking lot. Only the girls still wore their mortarboard caps, because they were cemented to their heads with bobby pins. Two of the guys were carrying their caps and the rest had lost theirs, after throwing them up in celebration at the end of the ceremony. There were at least four separate conversations going on among them simultaneously: "Who all is going to the party at Cheryl's parents' house out in Napa? It's going to be a gas!" "Michael, did you hear anything about your job interview in Seattle yet?" "Did everyone see that Frank finally got an article published in the Chronicle?" "Gene and Lois, will you hurry up and tell everyone when your wedding date will be, already? Will it be before Jonny and Alan have to report for Naval training in San Diego?" "Gosh, I'm going to miss all of you."_

_As the group neared the parking lot the young man among them with the brown hair and bright blue eyes turned to the group and said, "Hey, I'm buggin' out for a bit. You guys hang loose and I'll check you later." His gown was unzipped revealing his navy sport jacket, yellow and navy striped tie, and tan trousers that were expertly pressed. The young Jonathan Hart waved good-bye to his friends and darted off into the parking lot. He slowed his pace as he neared the handsomely polished turquoise and white 1955 Chevy Impala convertible in the 3rd row. "Wait up, Max!"_

"_Hey kid, you looked terrific up there today," said Max as he made to get out of the Impala that he'd just climbed into. He looked very dapper wearing a tailored brown suit and black tie complemented by a brown felt, stingy brim fedora._

"_Thanks." Jonathan held out his right hand to which Max reciprocated. Jonathan shook Max's hand firmly and gripped his shoulder with his left hand. "Look at you all decked out. Did you really think that you were going to drive off without even a hello?"_

"_I know you're busy with your friends and all," Max said as if it was no big deal. "I can talk to you later. Go have fun. You've earned it."_

"_Max, wait." Jonathan touched both of his hands to Max's chest. "Stay right here. I need to get something. Can you wait for just a minute?"_

_Jonathan ran off to a different section of the parking lot and stopped at a black 1950 Ford convertible. He reached into the back seat and pulled out a plain brown bag. Then, he made his way back to Max._

"_How many times do I gotta tell you," Max started in a fatherly tone, "if you ain't got nobody chasin' you, slow down." He put his hand up by his mouth as if to share a secret, "And, if a gorgeous dame is chasin' you, make sure you slow down and let her catch you." Max winked. "What's the rush, anyway? Life is meant to be enjoyed. Slow down and savor it."_

"_Okay," Jonathan chuckled. "But, I wanted you to have something," He reached into the brown sack and pulled out a wrapped box about the size of a shirt box._

"_You got me a present?" Max was taken back. "It's your graduation day and you're the one givin' me presents? Something ain't right with this picture."_

"_Don't think of it as a present. What I mean is, I guess it's sort of a present, but not really. My friend Lois said it should be wrapped, so she pretty much wrapped it." Jonathan was acting a little nervous. He had never given Max a gift before, and he didn't want it to seem like a big deal, even though it was. "I want you to have these. After all, you're the one who insisted on them being taken in the first place. I just, well, I guess I only kind of organized them. Lois helped. Gene too, sort of."_

"_Lois, huh?" Max smiled. "Is there something I should know?"_

"_You know Gene and Lois. Remember Gene? I went to his family's over Easter weekend. Lois has been his steady girl for over two years now. Remember?"_

"_I remember. I was just checking. You never know. My best friend stole my steady girl back in high school, and we'd been together for almost a year." Max took the box from Jonathan, reluctantly. "How many times have I told you not to spend your money on things for me? You're supposed to be saving that dough for your future. Besides, I didn't bring your graduation present today, because I wanted to give it to you on Sunday when we have lunch."_

"_I don't need any presents. You've already given me more than I deserve."_

"_Nonsense. Listen, every kid deserves a nice present when they graduate. I don't want no arguments. Only, you're gonna have to wait a few days for yours, though. Sorry."_

"_That's alright. And besides, like I said, this isn't so much a present." Jonathan leaned back against the car door beside Max and picked at his fingernail._

_Max lifted the lid off the box. "Hey, it's one of them picture albums." Max had a soft smile on his face as he looked to his side. Jonathan was looking down at his fingers. "What is all this?"_

_Jonathan continued to look down as he responded to Max, "It's no big deal. It's just copies of all the pictures you've been insisting I take over the past several years. You know you said I needed some pictures because, well...because I really never had any before." Jonathan sighed. "Anyway, every time I had film developed I had them print two copies of the pictures. I figured you might like to have them. Some are of things I did at school, not just times we did things together. I hope that's okay."_

_Max was unable to respond with words. He was deeply touched. He opened the album and silently thumbed through the pages, giving Jonathan courtesy by not making a big deal about it at first._

_The pages naturally fell open toward the middle of the album and just then Jonathan looked over. He pointed to one of the photos and said, "Remember that day? That was the day you took me to see West Side Story when the theater company came to San Francisco. You said I needed some culture. We went to Fior d'Italia for dinner before. That was the first time I ever had tiramisu. I never knew food could taste so good. We never had anything like that at Mission Street. I thought you were crazy asking that waiter to take a picture of us."_

"_I remember," Max nodded with a soft grin. "I can't believe you did this. This is great. Really thoughtful."_

"_I just figured," Jonathan paused and went back to picking at his fingernail, "who knows how long it will be before I make it back this way with flight school and everything. I don't know. The copies were just sitting in a box and I had originally intended they were for you. I think this is a better way of looking at them."_

"_It certainly is," said Max. "Thank you. Thank you. This really means a lot."_

_Jonathan turned toward Max causing Max to look up from the album. "I need to say something," said Jonathan. "I owe you an awful lot. You and I both know that I would never be here, graduating from college, graduating from high school for that matter, if it weren't for you."_

"_You don't owe me nothin'," said Max._

"_Yes, I do," Jonathan continued. "I want you to know how much it means to me that you never gave up on this bozo. I mean it, I was a real punk when you first met me. I certainly never did anything to deserve all you've done for me. So, thank you. I don't know how I'm going to repay you, but one day I will."_

"_Geez," Max's eyes began to sting, "you never deserved to grow up in an orphanage with no family to love you and take care of you, neither. You're a terrific young man, Jonathan. Compassionate. Real smart. That was easy to see when I first met you. It's just you didn't know it. I only helped to show you who you really are. Who you are meant to be."_

"_You always sound like one of my professors when you call me Jonathan. Why won't you tell me why you don't call me Jonny like everyone else?"_

"_It's your name, isn't it?"_

"_Well, yeah."_

"_It's the one thing you know for sure that your parents gave you, your name." Said Max in a serious tone. "Be proud of your name. I just want you to respect who you are as much as I do."_

"_I'm trying," said a reluctant Jonathan. "You've always been straight with me. You've introduced me to more of life than I ever knew existed. You never let me get away with doing stupid things. I respect that more than you know," he said allowing his eyes to drift a little to the side. Then, he drew a deep breath and let it out. "I mean, you've treated me like family. It means a lot."_

_The two men embraced like a father and son would. They ended by giving one another a firm pat on the back and then broke apart._

_Jonathan stepped back so that Max could open his car door. "See you Sunday?"_

"_Definitely." Smiled Max. "Usual time?"_

"_Yep."_

"_This is beautiful," Max said holding up the album as he climbed into the driver's seat. "I absolutely love it. Thank you so much for putting it together."_

"_I'm glad you like it."_

_Max drove off as Jonathan stood there waving to him. Once Max was out of sight he pulled his keys out from his pocket, lightly tossing them as he did so. As they came back down he gripped them tightly and confidently walked off toward his car._

"Darling," Jennifer whispered as she leaned over and brushed the hair off Jonathan's forehead with her finger tips. "Do you want some breakfast?" She kissed his cheek and allowed her lips to linger for a moment.

Jonathan was laying on his side facing away from her. At the sound of her voice he slowly turned his head toward her, but he didn't open his eyes.

"It's after ten thirty," she continued to speak softly. "But, if you're still tired maybe you should go up to our bed and cover up." Jennifer gently ran her hand down his arm and laid it on top of his as she rested her forehead against his.

"Morning darling," said Jonathan as he opened his eyes and slowly rolled over to face her. "I'm sorry."

"For what?"

"I didn't intend to fall asleep in here," he said. "I couldn't get my mind off of Max, so..."

Jennifer finished his thought, "So you thought you'd come down here to find something that might tell you where he is." As she spoke she climbed the rest of the way onto Max's bed and laid down beside her husband.

"Something like that." He turned and gently guided her arm around his waist.

"Were you successful?"

"No. There's really nothing…nothing out of the ordinary that I can tell." He pulled her closer and placed a gentle kiss on her neck. "How did you sleep?"

"I must have been exhausted. I only woke up a little bit ago," she said as she brushed her fingers against Jonathan's cheek.

"I'm glad one of us could sleep, at least." He guided her chin to meet his with his index finger and his lips met hers. His kiss was slow and tender. He gave a second quick kiss before speaking again, "I'm sorry I wasn't there when you woke up."

"Don't worry about that," she smiled lovingly. "I'm glad you were able to sleep, even if it had to be in here. What time do you think you fell asleep?"

"I don't know. I know it was about three o'clock when I came in here." He stretched his neck to look over at the clock on the nightstand. "But, I don't remember laying down.'

"Well," Jennifer's tone was more perky as she rubbed her hand up and down Jonathan's arm, "one of us should probably get some breakfast around. Are you hungry?"

"Now that you mention it I am kind of starving," Jonathan nodded.

"Eggs and bacon?"

"Sounds great."

"What's this," she asked as she noticed the photo album lying on the bed.

"I'll show you over breakfast."
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"_Wait! Stop!"_

_He heard the ringing of the bell and the loud clank as if a thousand metal bars had slammed together at once. He was hurling through the air, but yet could feel something fairly solid underneath his body. The sea of darkness that surrounded him was suffocating. He tried to reach out to grab something. Anything. It was no use. He couldn't move his hands._

"_Stop!_

_It was thundering all around him. Was he falling? He couldn't tell. It felt like it. If he could only open his eyes. The thunder was familiar, but he couldn't place it._

"_What's happening? Help!_

_It was a blind balancing act. Somehow he knew that if he moved in any direction his body would suffer immeasurable pain. It felt as though he was lying on the wing of a moving airplane, and he was slipping._

"_Somebody! Anybody!"_

_He still couldn't move his hands. If only he could wrap his arms around the wing — grab hold of the edge. It was no use. The more he tugged his arms the more contorted his whole body became. It was becoming more and more difficult to breath. He coughed, but the air from his lungs was trapped and causing him to choke. Panic overtook him and he was suffocating. The more he tried to breathe the harder it became and the more he needed to cough._

'_Lay still,' he thought. Out of nowhere it occurred to him that his own movement may be causing the turbulence. He forced himself to be still. As he calmed his body his breathing improved. 'What is that sound?' He concentrated on the thunder. The sounds became more familiar. It wasn't thunder. It was a sound he knew— furious, yet muted. Ongoing, yet spreading out and becoming more distant in a way._

_Again, he tried to open his eyes. Or, maybe they were already open — he was extremely disoriented. Was he sitting up? Was he lying down? He was confusing himself. Continuing to concentrate on the noise it was becoming more clear._

'_It definitely ain't thunder,' he thought. Why hadn't he recognized it from the start? He was at the horse track. The race had started. Was his horse winning? Did he place his bets?_

_Wait._

_His eyes weren't closed. They were wide open. Panic returned! He wasn't just at the track. He was in the race. He was riding. But, he'd never raced a horse before. Ridden a horse, sure. But not raced one._

"_What the hell's going on?" He tried to reach for the reigns and once again remembered that he couldn't move his hands. Where were his hands? He couldn't grab the reigns! His horse was out of control, and there was nothing he could do. His horse was heading straight toward the rail. He was slipping._

"_No! Stop! Stop! Whoa! Stop!"_

"Shut him up," barked a voice from behind the door.

Max was laying on his side facing the wall on a bare bed in the corner of a dark and sparsely outfitted bedroom. The single window on the wall opposite the door bore faded, striped curtains which were drawn together allowing only a sliver of morning light to trickle through. As he opened his eyes he realized it was all a dream. He tried to lift his hand, wanting to rub his eyes and wipe his brow. It was then that he remembered that his hands were tied behind his back. As he shifted to find a more comfortable position he felt a nudge on his shoulder.

"You need to keep it down, huh," said a short, bald man through discolored, crooked teeth. His clothes looked as if he had slept in them for several days. As he moved about the room his head occasionally jerked to the left and as it did his left eye would twitch. He lifted his hand to scratch the uneven stubble on his cheek revealing a tattoo of a skull with a hatchet wedged into its temple on his forearm. His request was rather calm and hushed despite his rough appearance.

"I didn't say nothin'," said a defeated Max, his voice deep and gravelly. He turned his head attempting to get a glimpse of the man, but winced when he felt the sharp pain above his ear.

"You musta been dreamin'," returned the bald man.

"Yeah," Max sighed.

"Didn't sound too good."

"Wasn't."

"Probably ain't a good idea to have that dream again. Boss is in a bad mood."

"Like I have a choice what I dream." He grumbled. At that moment he honestly felt he would much rather be at the race track racing a horse, blindfolded with no hands than spend another minute in a room with this guy.

"How's your head?" the man's question sounded sincere.

"I could go for a Bloody Mary," he mumbled indistinguishably.

Just then the bedroom door opened startling both men. A man entered the room. He looked out of place for the decade in tight-fitting, high-waisted, brown and gold plaid polyester pants and an orange, red, and black wide-collared shirt that was open except for the bottom button. His hair was long, dark and bushy, but receding and thinning dramatically on the top. With his large, tinted glasses he looked to have stumbled out of a 70's disco party.

"H-hey boss," stuttered the bald man. "You're up early."

The disco-clad man ignored the comment from his subordinate. Instead, he gestured with his head toward the door ushering the man out of the room. The bald man nodded and his eyes volleyed back and forth between Max and the other man as his head and eye twitched several times. He left the room without a word.

"Shut the door!"

The bald man poked his head back into the room and sheepishly responded, "Sorry boss. W-won't happen again." He quietly pulled the door closed and retreated to a different room.

Max tried to turn his head to watch the exchange between the two men, but again was impeded by the pain above his ear.

"Hiya Maxie," said the remaining man. His nasally, high-pitched voice seemed as out of place as his clothing choice. "How's tricks?"

Max closed his eyes and sighed. Even his sigh sounded gravelly.

"What I mean is, ain't it a beautiful day?" He pulled one panel of the curtains open, revealing a gray, cloudy sky. He laughed at his own sarcasm.

"Who're you?" Max remained staring at the wall.

"Oh Maxie, Maxie. All in good time. All in good time." The man pulled a chair up beside Max's bed. He set it down facing away from the bed, but sat down in it backward, facing the back of the chair and Max.

Max only grunted quietly to himself. His eyes were closed, but they were rolling.

"Now then," the man continued his sarcastic tone, "You've had a helluva night. Can I get'cha some breakfast?"

"Not hungry." Max continued staring at the wall.

"Now, now. You're gonna need your strength."

Max didn't respond.

"Where's that million dollar smile?" the man continued.

Max closed his eyes. He'd like to belt the guy sitting over him, but the ropes binding his hands were unrelenting.

"Where are your manners? I'd've thought you of all people'd remember your manners." The man kept up his verbal jabs at Max.

"Whad'ya want?" Max finally barked back. His voice was still deeper and more gravelly than usual.

"No need to get grumpy," said the man, not letting Max's tone phase him. 'I just wanted to check out that million dollar smile up close and personal like. Get a real good look, if you know what I mean."

"What're you talkin' about? Million dollar smile? Sheesh."

"Don't tell me Boy Wonder has gotten stingy. He not give you a dental plan?" He shook his head and snapped his tongue against the roof of his mouth a few times. "Probably charging _you_ to work for _him_ now. Such a shame. Ruinin' that master game plan of yours, ey."

"Someone get this clown outta here." Max's head was pounding and he was tired of the game. "I don't know what your game is, but I'm not playin'."

"This ain't no game." The man pulled a knife from his pocket and opened it. It had a clip point blade with a partially serrated edge. A sinister smirk grew across his face as he turned it back and forth in his hand. He was dangling it just above Max's wrists, but Max had no idea. "I ain't playin' no game."

The man suddenly stood up and yanked the chair away from the bed. Then, he walked back to Max and bent over him placing his lips right next to Max's ear. "If you have any intention of getting out of here alive you're gonna do everything I say. Kapish?" Then, he held the knife down in front of Max's face about an inch away from his nose with the blade facing Max. "See this? One wrong move and it's all over. I don't wanna have to use it, but if I have to…"

"I get it," Max remained still. He contemplated what to say next, but before he could say anything the man spoke again.

"Time to sit up." The man grabbed hold of Max's forearm. "Hold still." He was insistent as he said, "I mean it. Hold still." Then, he carefully slid the knife between Max's wrists and cut through the layers of rope that were holding his wrists together in one smooth stroke. He did the same with the rope that was tied around Max's ankles.

Max stretched out his arms as he slowly rolled onto his back. His wrists were sore but as he inspected them and rubbed them for comfort he saw no physical signs that the rope had caused skin irritation.

"Sit up!" the man ordered.

Max slowly rolled to a sitting position. Being only a mattress on top of an old spring frame the bed was low, so his feet sat flat against the floor.

The man wore a sinister smile and played with his knife blade as he addressed Max. "Here's what you need to know: You're gonna be locked in here a while. There's a bathroom through that door. He pointed at the door opposite the bed. Don't worry, ain't no windows in there, and there's an alarm rigged on the window in here, so don't be planning an escape. Won't work." He gestured with the knife as he continued, "You'd find your journey's end most unpleasant."

Max looked around the room as the man talked. His head was throbbing even more due to his change in position, but he didn't let on. "A real Waldorf Astoria," said Max in a flat, hoarse tone.

"Sure." The man paused for a moment, then sarcastically continued, "Just call me William Waldorf Astor." He laughed at his own wit.

Something about the laugh seemed oddly familiar to Max. He couldn't place it, yet he knew he'd heard that laugh before.

"Geez Maxie, you look terrible."

Max sighed and shook his head. It was obvious he was hurting, and yet he was doing all he could to appear indifferent to what was happening. "What do you want, anyway?"

"What's the matter, Maxie? You sound troubled."

"Small wonder," Max mumbled under his breath.

"What's that? Couldn't hear ya Maxie." The man laughed again.

'_What's with calling me Maxie?'_ Max kept thinking as the man spoke. But, when the laughter started again, the combination of the laughter and being called Maxie caused an odd sense of deja vus to strike. "You've gotta be kidding me," he said looking the man rightly in the face for the first time. "Tricky Dicky? I thought I recognized that voice. It's you, Dicky, isn't it?"

"Ah! Thought maybe you'd forgot about all us lowly commoners." The man's tone turned more more cynical. "After all these years cruisin' with Mr. Big Shot you haven't forgotten — what, with all the hob nobbin' and fancy cars and jettin' off all over the world and all? And, it's Richard."

"What gives?" Max had regained his inner resolve. Although he was certainly not at full par, he was definitely ready to put up a fight to save himself. "Why the hell d'you club me over the head and drag me here?"

"You'll know what I want you to know when I want you to know it." said Richard. "First, I've got a phone call to take care of."

"If you think you're gonna use me to get to Mr. H you're sorely mistaken."

"Mr. H? That's what you call him these days? How very _gentleman's gentleman_ of you?" Richard couldn't contain his laughter. "You really have gone gaga over that loser, haven't you? Makes me wanna puke right here."

Max's only response was an expression that clearly said, "_you've gotta be kidding me.'_

"Roll your eyes all you want. Who's holding all the cards here?" Richard made his way toward the door. "Besides, I don't need you in order to get to your precious Mr. H."

Richard left the room and immediately bolted the door shut from the outside.

**H2H | H2H**

The Harts had finished breakfast and were sitting together on one of the living room couches. Earlier, during their meal, Jonathan told Jennifer about the photo album he'd come across in Max's bedroom. It had been a long time since she'd seen them, but Jennifer was familiar with the photos, because Jonathan had an album that was nearly an exact replica that he'd made at the same time he put together the one for Max. Jennifer was now admiring a picture of Jonathan and Max who were standing on a rocky mountainside with a giant waterfall as their backdrop. It was one of several photos from a visit to Yosemite National Park that Max took Jonathan on when he was eighteen. She ran her finger along the edge of the photo as the phone rang.

The phone had not rung all morning, and they had both become quite anxious. The ring slightly startled each of them and their first response was to turn toward one another. Jonathan spoke first.

"I'll get it, darling," he said as he gave her hand a squeeze.

Jennifer took a deep breath as she tried to give him a reassuring smile. As Jonathan stood she glanced upward and brought her hands together into her lap.

"Hello, this is Jonathan Hart," said Jonathan as he picked up the receiver.

A lady's voice responded on the other end, "Jonathan, I'm sorry to call you at home. I didn't know what else to do."

"Mary Sue?" asked Jonathan, prompting a questioning look from Jennifer.

"I just, well, I don't want to bother you, but…" her voice cut off in an obvious swell of emotion.

"What's the matter?" Jonathan asked. His tone caused Jennifer to stand up and walk over to him. As she walked over Jonathan shrugged his shoulders giving her an unspoken indication that something was wrong, but he didn't know what yet.

"It's Marcus," said the woman on the other end of the phone.

There was a lengthy pause. Jonathan reached for Jennifer's hand. Something was definitely wrong.

"What's this about Marcus?" asked Jonathan. He could hear sniffling on the other end, but there was no response. "Mary Sue? Are you still there?"

"Yes," Mary Sue finally responded. She cleared her throat and continued, "I'm here. I'm sorry." She took another deep breath before sharing, "I need to let you know that Marcus is in the hospital."

"Oh dear," said Jonathan. "What's happened?"

"The doctors aren't sure yet. He collapsed last night after we got home from the airport. They ran a bunch of tests overnight and are just about to do an MRI. They've ruled out heart attack. Suggested stroke. Their main concern is that he hasn't regained consciousness." She stopped talking again.

Jonathan broke the silence. His voice was very tender as he asked, "How are you holding up?"

"I'm okay."

"Have you had any sleep?"

"Not really," she replied.

Jennifer leaned her head on Jonathan's shoulder. She knew the news wasn't good, but she wasn't going to ask any questions until the call was over. Jonathan then let go of her hand and put his arm around her shoulders.

"Have you been at the hospital all night?" Jonathan asked.

"The doctor tried to get me to go home for a few hours, but I just can't leave until I know what's going on."

"I understand," said Jonathan. "What can Jennifer and I do to help?"

"You're so kind," said Mary Sue. "I really don't need anything. I just needed to tell you that I don't know how long Marcus will be out of the office. I just hope he will be able to return…" she could no longer contain her emotions as she broke down in sobs.

"Mary Sue?" Jonathan returned after a slight pause. "Do you have someone there with you?"

Mary Sue once more cleared her throat and sniffed. She was able to respond calmly, "My daughter, Sandy, is here. Our son, Thomas, is flying in from L.A. this afternoon."

"Good. Good," Jonathan nodded and squeezed Jennifer a little closer. "Don't worry about anything at the office. I will contact everyone that needs to be contacted. You just take care of yourself, and allow your children to take care of you, okay?"

"Jonathan, you know me too well," said Mary Sue. "I promise I will let my kids help me."

"I'm glad you promised." Jonathan chuckled softly. "And remember, don't worry about the office. Once you've learned more, and only after you've had a chance to rest, give us a call and let us know how Marcus is doing."

"I will definitely keep you informed."

"But, only after you've had some rest and spent some time with your family," said Jonathan. "We will certainly be keeping Marcus in our prayers."

"Thank you so much, Jonathan. Marcus respects you so much and loves working for you. And, you and Jennifer are such dear friends," Mary Sue shared.

"The feeling is mutual," said Jonathan.

"I'd better go. Good-bye for now," said Mary Sue.

"Bye," said Jonathan.

As he hung up the phone Jennifer asked, "Is Marcus okay?"

"I don't know," said Jonathan as he turned to face his wife. "He collapsed last night after they got home. He's still unconscious."

"What does the doctor think?"

"They're still trying to figure things out," said Jonathan. He reached for Jennifer with both arms and pulled her into a tight embrace. "This is just so...I just can't believe all that's happening."

Jennifer held onto him as tightly as he was holding onto her — as if for that one moment they could wish away all of the pain and suffering that was taking place around them. As she held him she could feel the tension in his body release slightly. He leaned the side of his head into hers and kissed her gently through her hair before releasing.

"He seemed perfectly fine when he and Mary Sue left for the airport yesterday," said Jonathan.

"Some things are just unpredictable," said Jennifer. "I know you want to look for some kind of sign, something you may have missed. Don't do that to yourself, darling."

"I know," said Jonathan. "I'm not. It's just that when they left to head back to New York and we went back to the hotel everything seemed just great. Marcus was fine. Max was fine — I called him to tell him when we would be leaving and he was fine."

"Sh-sh-sh." Jennifer rubbed Jonathan's arms trying in some small way to ease the guilt she knew he was feeling. "Jonathan, this is not your fault. There is nothing you could have known or done to prevent either of these terrible incidents."

"Maybe I depended too much on Marcus in this stupid Bayside deal," said Jonathan. "He's got a lot to handle running the New York office. This was probably just too much."

"Darling, he's been running different departments of Hart Industries for years. What would you have done — asked him to cut back his dedication to the company or to you? And how would he have responded? He would think you were unhappy with his performance or no longer trusted him. And you trust him implicitly. You trust him above anyone to run the entire company in your absence."

"I know, darling. I know. I just hate all this waiting." He looked at his watch and sighed heavily. "When is someone going to call about Max?"

Jennifer sighed in return. "I know this is just about the hardest thing, but we're going to have to trust that no news is good news — or at least not news to dread."

Jonathan reached out for her hand once more and pulled it to his lips. He closed his eyes and placed a gentle kiss along the back of her fingers as a tear fell onto the back of her hand.

"Do you know how much I love you?" he asked.

"Yes," she smiled. Her eyes glistened as tears pooled along her lower lids. "I love you, too."

He kissed her fingers once more before letting go. "I need to call New York," he said as he turned back to the phone. "At least that is something I can do to keep busy."

**More to come!**

**While you wait for more, share a review. I'd love to hear what you think.**


End file.
